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PRELUDE. 



The philosopher looks into his mind : the poet 
asks questions of his soul. The mind cannot see 
itself, but the soul answers the pure of heart when 
they ask with reverence and love. Hence philoso- 
phy is illusive ; while the poet's song, like a honey- 
laden bee, bears on its wings the fine essence of 
truth and beauty. In youth we love the poets, and 
then the ignis fatuus of philosophy leads us through 
the quagmires and deserts of speculation, until, 
perishing of cold and hunger, we return to our first 
love, and again listen to the voice of God, speaking 
to the soul in the songs of birds and poets. 

No book is good or true that does not grow 
From out the inner life of mind and heart, 
AVhich thus free issue finds, and like a spring 
Of purest water gurgles forth to give 
Refreshment, and to beautify the world. 
Deep down within the soul for years have lain 

• • • 
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IV THE POET'S PRAISE, 

The thoughts to which a perfect form is given ; 
And they who work but in the vestibule 
And outer chambers of the mind, nor look 
Within to where the ceaseless fountain plays 
Of life and truth and beauty, cannot hope 
To catch the secret influence which makes 
The words of man immortal like his soul. 

• ft « * * * 

Great Nature moves at slowest pace when she 

Upbuilds the works which longest must endure, 

And only hastens when upon gross weeds 

Which spring that they may fatten the lean earth. 

She throws her labor carelessly, as though 

She played. But when she moves to lasting ends 

Her work 's done soon enough, if well enough. 

Before the perfect fact who stops to count 

The ages spent to bring it into being ? 

Or can there question be of length of time, 

Where aims and ends and deeds eternal are ? 

ft «r ft * * ft 

The little more and little less divide, 

As by whole worlds, the lives and thoughts of men. 

A little something, scarce definable, 

Gives genius its high power and clothes its work 

In light which is of heaven, but were of earth 
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And like the common day, but for a tinge, 

A glow, a something that we see and feel, 

But which, like finest essences, eludes 

Our thought and grasp, so delicate it is. 

'T is like God's presence in the soul of man, 

Which can be felt better than understood, 

And may be known, but not expressed in words. 

The lacking which the heavens shrivel up 

And shrink, like a burnt scroll, to ashes gray. 

E'en so a film between the eye and light 

Shuts out the v/orld and leaves the blank c night 

One man may easily outweigh in worth 

Whole multitudes : for when we rightly judge 

We look less at the number than the kind. 

And think more of a little precious stone 

Than of bare rocks though mountain high and 

huge ; 
So Plato deemed that his whole school but held 
One man, whom we call Aristoteles, 
And Time, who is the arbiter of worth. 
Has set his mark upon the Master's word. 

In things material what we most approve, 

And love, is what they have most like the soul — 
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VI THE POET'S PRAISE, 

Their essential emanations^ as the flower's breath 
And sounds harmonious that take flight and leave 
The too gross body which imprisoned them, 
Like some fair spirit, disenthralled by death ; 
And so oppressed by matter we can know 
And truly love but what is like ourselves. 
A great and noble mind finds no delight 
In lower things, though pleasant in themselves, 
And but endures what others seek and crave. 
Nor suffers that the soul contented dwell 
In the base region of the senses where 
It tastes and touches what it cannot love. 

They who deny the mind the nourishment 
Of high and serious thought, know not the joy 
And sweet delight they thus deprive it of ; 
Nor to what bare and withered state it needs 
Must sink, of gloom and brooding melancholy. 
When from the light and warmth of truth withheld. 

As one who makes a garden beautiful 
Has pleasure in his task, and so reward. 
Though he for a brief season work, and see 
A cruel frost, in one short night, his flowers 
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With all their wealth of fragrance and of hue, 
Blast into withered and dead scentless leaves ; 
So is the care not all in vain which we 
Bestow upon the mind's fair blossoming thoughts, 
Though they should prove to have no lasting worth 
Nor power to grow into the great world's heart. 



What then is poetry ? I cannot say ; 
But in a poet's words there is a ray 
Of purest light not seen elsewhere on earth ; 
And wheresoe'er it falls, straightway new birth 
Gives life to what seemed meaningless and dead, 
A fresher charm to all the paths we tread ; 
And souls made speechless by deep love or grief 
Find utterance which gives the heart relief, 
And feel the quickening pulse of richer blood ; 
As when in early spring the golden flood 
Of light o'erflows, and at its touch the spell 
Which bound the world in death dissolves, and dell 
And hill, with the whole earth, in green and white 
Bedeck themselves and laugh with pure delight. 
The poet's eye, far-glancing, catches view 
Of what eludes the sight of all, save few. 
And sees high thought and love, where others find 
Material objects and no trace of mind. 
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THE POET'S PRAISE 



III. 



Only immortal minds immortal make 

The deeds and names they touch with heavenly 

light, 
Fairer than may be seen from mountain height 
By watcher who beholds the darkness wake, 

What time the rising sun through the opaque 
Heaves forth his head and looks with glad delight. 
While the whole earth upglows from out the night. 
And mid the leaves sweet song-birds silence break. 

The dawn will wear to day and darkness come. 
But the pure sun of genius will not sink, 
And when the poet's lips in death are dumb. 
The music of his song glad hearts will drink. 
And 'mid his fragrant flowers like bees will hum. 
Sipping the wine of those who love and think. 
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IV. 



Fairer than waters where soft moonlight lies, 
Than flowers dreaming on the breast of spring, 
Than leafy trees in June when glad birds sing, 
Than a cool summer dawn, than sunset skies, 

Than love, gleaming through beauty's deep blii<i 

eyes. 
Than laughing child, than orchards blossoming, 
Than girls whose voices make the woodland ring, 
Than ruby lips which utter sweet replies : 

Fairer than these, than all that may be seen. 

Is the poetic mind, which sheds the light 

Of heaven on earthly things, as night's fair Queen 

Forth looking from some jagged mountain height, 

Clothes the whole earth in her soft silvery sheen. 

And makes the beautv whereof eyes have sight 
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V. 



The blessings which drop from the poet's tongue 
Are like God's word, not spoken to the few, 
But to all men, that they may know the true, 
And love the beauty which is ever young. 

What he in Greece or anywhere has sung, 
Is music everywhere the whole world through: 
Whatever name he on his trumpet blew. 
Far down the ages echoing is rung. 

Think it not strange if he be left alone 
To nurse his thought and die in misery ; 
The highest in their day must live unknown, 
To live in freedom and in purity : 
Neglected they build in their hearts a throne, 
And breathe the wholesome air of poverty. 
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VI. 



Clearer than other men the poet sees, 
That virtue lies above the power of speech, 
And love is more than sweetest songs can teach ; 
That largest hope with highest faith agrees. 

As sweetly blended tones make harmonies, 
While both rise far beyond mere reason's reach, 
Like two white swans above the wintry beach. 
Borne toward far summer isles on favoring breeze. 

O poet, then still fix on heaven thy gaze, 

E'en while thou hummest some sweet earthly tune ; 

Nor let the highest ever lack thy praise. 

More than the fragrant breath of flowery June, 

Or pensive lover who in reverie strays 

Through silent woods beneath the tender moon. 
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VII. 

The soul creates the beauty which it sees, 
Transforming matter where it naked lies ; 
With foolish atoms weaving sunset skies, 
And all the glory which forever flees. 

With gentle kiss like flower-loving bees 
It makes the sweetness ere the blossom dies. 
And self-delighted singing onward flies, 
Itself the thing it fondly hopes to seize. 

If then for beauty thou seekest in vain, 
Finding in the whole earth nought that is fair, 
And canst not hear the high and heavenly strain 
Whose spheral harmonies breathe everywhere, 
The fault lies in thyself — the warm spring rain 
Clothes fertile soil, but rocks no flowers bear. 
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VIII. 

Poet who dwellest on the sunlit height, 
Amid cerulean skies and in pure air 
Which men may hardly breathe, it is so rare ; 
Who turnest still thine eye to the sweet light, 

And like an eagle in thy heavenly flight 
Gazest upon the sun : who everywhere 
Beholdest what is beautiful and fair, 
Living in worlds which thrill will all delight. 

How canst thou still be wretched and be weak 
In presence of the glories thou dost see ? 
Why is thy deepest heartfelt cry a shriek 
Of anguish, wild with pain and misery ? 
Why standing on life's high illumined peak 
Must thou like other men all helpless be ? 
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IX. 



Who feels knows deeper truth than he who sees, 
And lives with God in sweeter harmony ; 
With Nature rests in closer sympathy, 
And draws her honey like the tireless bees. 

He holds the beauty which forever flees 

Near to his soul ; he hears the melody 

Which rings through time and through eternity ; 

He knows the hopes and loves which always please. 

Therefore, O poet, will I speak thy praise 
And listen to the music of thy song, 
Or reverent twine about thy brow the bays, 
And to thy faithful worshippers belong ; 
For purest truth finds voice in thy sweet lays. 
And perfect love which makes hearts glad and 
strong. 
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X. 



How many a word has wrought its way in deeds, 
Which quickened into being at the sound, 
As though mere air had touched the deep pro- 
found 
Where lie of noble life the hidden seeds ! 

How many a word has given birth to creeds 
Through which man's soul with honor has been 

crowned, 
And love, from age to age, the whole world round. 
And roused to knowledge of its godlike needs ! 

Then clothe in words, O poet, thy high thought, 
In words that burn like suns, like stars forth shine 
To kindle here the fire from heaven caught. 
Let thy sweet song pure truth with beauty shrine 
In verse which by thy masterhand well wrought 
Shall seem a work worthy some power divine. 
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XI. 



Heed not the doubting thought and hope grown 

weak, 
Of men who dream God from his world has fled, 
And heavenly faith by which souls live is dead : 
Heed not, O poet ! but what thou feelest speak. 

The ancient glory and the vision seek. 
Which on the earth immortal beauty shed, 
And held the heart close to love's fountainhead, 
In reverence bowed and through deep yearning 
meek. 

To utter words of hope thou hast been sent. 
Thine eye beholds what others cannot see. 
And knows that light with darkest gloom is blent, 
That faith is right, spite death's dread mystery. 
Fulfil thy task — go, as the prophets went, 
To herald God and teach that souls are free. 
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XII. 



The poet, journeying on from land to land 

With harp in hand^ 

First wakened slumbering thought and fired the 

heart 
With heavenly art. 

Of gods he sang and heroes' godlike deeds 
Where danger breeds ; 
Of hearts uprising with immortal might 
To die for right. 

Reechoing through his song great names rang out 
Like battle shout ; 

And faith to country and to plighted word 
Like music stirred. 

So on he passed, but left his song behind, 
With beauty twined ; 

And they who once had heard, never again 
Forgot the strain. 
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XIII. 

All things with rhythmic motion flow 

Measured by tireless time, 
Like ocean's tides which come and go 

In fixed recurrent rhyme. 

The waves of light keep even pace, 
And hearts pulsate in tune ; 

The stars together run their race, 
And night brings sleep's sweet boon. 

The sun again leads back the spring, 

And summer follows too ; 
The happy birds in concert sing 

When they their fair loves woo. 

The young buds push dead leaves away. 
The fruit scatters the bloom ; 

No fairest thing on earth may stay. 
No life escape the tomb. 

Fit then thy words, O poet mine. 

To nature's rhythmic law ; 
In this fine gold pure truth enshrine, 

Like gem without a flaw. 
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XIV. 

The truest thoughts the sweetest music make ; 

For music lies asleep 
At Nature's heart, and will then first awake 

When feeling stirs the deep. 

Where atoms to their fellows in love cling, 

There is pure harmony ; 
Where from mysterious fountains thoughts forth 
spring, 

There all is melody. 

In inmost things the highest truth is found. 

Like silence 'mid the hills ; 
In contemplation idle dreams are drowned, 

And memory of ills 
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XV. 

From poetry's pure crystal spring 
Flow freedom, love, and joy ; 

And souls that drink, for gladness sing. 
Forgetting dull annoy. 

To taste these waters is to know 

What else is never known ; 
They give the blood a richer glow, 

And life a sweeter tone. 

High in the sacred mount they rise 

Far from the dusty plain, 
Tossing into the cloudless skies 

A mist of silvery rain. 

The freshness falls like dew on flowers, 
Like hope on hearts that pine ; 

As on dry fields the pleasant showers. 
And peace on love's pure shrine. 



i 



H 
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XVI. 

With inward chant, all to himself alone. 

The poet sings, 
Seeking for each fair thought some fitting tone 

To give it wings. 

His bosom, like the moving waves of ocean 

Beneath the moon, 
Rises and falls with swell of deep emotion. 

Breathing sweet tune. 

He murmurs to his soul what scarce he knows, 

So deep it lies ; 
And bares his heart, like breast of blooming rose, 

To the pure skies. 

The stars look down, and all the powers unseen 

Around him stay ; 
While he moves on, by music made serene 

And calm as they. 
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XVII. 

O woman, let thy heart not cleave 

To any poet's soul ; 
For he the muse will never leave, 

But follow to life's goal. 

Then trust him not, he is not thine, 

Whate'er he seems to be ; 
Strong unseen tendrils round him twine, 

And keep him still from thee. 

His words with passion are athrill. 

And bear contagious fire ; 
He knows the charmer's perfect skill 

To wake the heart's desire. 

But love him not, his love is woe ; 

The genius at his side 
Would prove for thee a fatal foe 

Wert thou his wedded bride. 
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XVIII. 

Whatever men have thought or done, 
Their hopes, their joys, their woes, 
Whatever course their love has run. 
The poet's heart best knows. 



He lives the universal life ; 

Is woman, man, and child ; 
His song with tenderest love is rife. 

With passion strong is wild. 



He owns the philosophic mind. 

Which looks with vision keen ; 
His eyes with pitying tears are blind 
For sorrows he has seen. 



Into the battle he can ride 
With courage true and high ; 

Can walk as well by maiden's side 
And hear her secret sigh. 



20 THE POET'S PRAISE. 

The raptures known to saints he feels, 
When at God's touch they thrill ; 

The bliss which over mothers steals 
Is his, if he but will. 

He looks through nature and through man, 

And sees the mystery there. 
His eyes both earth and heaven scan 

He knows what makes them fair. 
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XIX. 

As a fair woman, when she doth appear, 

Fills all the room with light, 
And men stand silent as though struck with fear, 

Lost in the heavenly sight ; 

As when she moves delight accompanies 

Each grace of waving line. 
As though she had been made but eyes to please. 

And thoughts of men refine ; 

As when she speaks each tone is music's voice 

By soul made eloquent. 
And they who hear in inmost heart rejoice. 

And to her words assent ; 

As when she leaves, the vision still remains, 

Like twilight after day. 
And absent, over memory yet reigns 

With more than despot's sway : 

So, too, the poet, with his art supreme, 

Subdues the hearts of men. 
And leads from earth to heaven in his high dream, 

And back to earth again. 
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XX. 

Who writes the history which all men know ? 
Who crowns with laurel wreath the hero's head ? 
Who gives new life to the immortal dead ? 
Who consecrates all human joy and woe ? 

Who bids sweet music's rhythmic numbers flow ? 
Who conjures back the years which long since fled ? 
Who scatters roses on the bridal bed ? 
Who leads us where the fragrant flowers blow ? 

The poet, he alone, the sovereign king, 
Whose soul is breathed on by the heavenly powers, 
To whom the world must listen if he sing. 
Whose presence makes earth glad like spring's warm 

showers ; 
To whom we all, somehow, must tribute bring — 
Love him alive or strew his grave with flowers. 
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XXI. 

Who summons back forgotten banished names ? 
Whose magic voice bids buried cities rise ? 
Who opes again the gates of paradise 
Where gleaming sword of guarding angel flames ? 

Who fires the generous heart with godlike aims ? 
Who leads the way where Fame's high temple lies ? 
Who fills the soul with hope which never dies ? 
Who rouses courage while he passion tames ? 

The poet, he whose words are living things, 
Who walks the earth clothed with creative might. 
Who touches life's most hidden secret springs 
And out of darkness brings the flood of light ; 
Who speaks, and souls receive the dower of wings 
And upward mount to the aerial height. 
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XXII. 

Who sounds the trump of war when men contend 
For truth, religion, justice, freedom, right ? 
Who stands like faithful watcher on the height 
To challenge foes and to protect each friend ? 

Who breathes the calming note when factions rend 
The land ? Who sees the dawn when yet 'tis night ? 
Who looks before with clear prophetic sight 
And warns of easy ways which downward tend ? 

The poet, whose great heart and glowing mind 
Make him his country's lover and defense ; 
Whose eyes see clear where others are purblind, 
Who throws the light of genius over sense 
And speaks the words in which truth is enshrined, 
Made beautiful by its own excellence. 
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XXIII. 

Whom hath God chosen to proclaim His power, 
His love, His truth. His mercy, wisdom, care ? 
Whom hath he bid with mighty voice declare 
The boundless glories which the heavens shower ? 

Whom hath He sent to make the soul a bower 
Where it may see whatever is most rare 
And breathe the fragrance of celestial air 
Deep bowed in worship many a blissful hour ? 

The poet, him who sang on Sion*s hill ; 

Or Job, who from his dunghill uttered praise, 

And Solomon, whose notes are all athrill 

With purest love, and lovers' gentle ways ; 

And him of Patmos, whose high visions fill 

The mind with awe, as when dread lightning plays. 
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XXIV. 

Who moves the heart to quicker sympathy 

With glorious purposes and godlike aims ? 

Who speaks the truth which deepest love proclaims. 

That what is good widens infinitely, 

Foreshadowing all the blessings yet to be ? 

Who breathes the fire which tender souls inflames? 

Who gives heroic deeds immortal names, 

And lengthens time into eternity ? 

The poet, whose mind illumines what he sees, 
And makes the beauty which man's heart desires ; 
Who finds in roughest things some power to please, 
And fits the wandering winds to magic lyres. 
Who from the hand of death life's fiame can seize. 
And wake the music sung by heavenly choirs. 
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XXV. 

Not even science shall man call his own, 
Except in some mechanic dullest sense, 
Unless the poet help his impotence 
And place him on the intellectual throne, 

Where the whole world in clearest view is shown, 
Compact of law, working with force intense, 
Still blending aye the whither with the whence, 
And what we know mingling with the unknown. 

Come then, O poet, clothe the modern thought 
With beauty and with sweet familiar light ; 
Make fresh and fair the truth by science taught, 
Till through our hopes and loves its new-bom 

might 
Shall thrill, and faith from deeper knowledge caught 
Shall lift the soul from out the gloom of night. 
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XXVI. 

Only a poet hears the poet's song, 

And sees the worlds which glow before his eyes 

Richer than purple clouds in sunset skies ; 

He only knows the forms that round him throng 

To gladden all the ways he walks along, 
And fill his tender heart with sweet surprise, 
While he still chants his deathless melodies 
In tones which all the centuries prolong. 

The crowds who walk beneath the starlit sky. 
Unmoved, who see the heaving oceans roll, 
Nor feel with them a yearning sympathy ; 
Who look on mountains clothed in snow-white 

stole. 
Nor long for wings that they may dwell on high. 
Can never know the poet's sweet control. 
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XXVII. 

little man, within thy narrow shell 
Living such life as the sad mollusks lead, 
Unconscious of the soul's infinite need 
And all the joys which in the bosom swell 

For those who on the sunlit summits dwell 

Of truth and love, and to the mind give heed. 

When on the wings of thought with godlike speed 
It flies, and sees what it can never tell : — 

1 know thee well, have watched thee many a day. 
And seen thy poor, self-satisfied conceit. 
Which makes thee think thy little narrow way 

Is path where God's immensities all meet. 
And thy cold feeble light's refracted ray 
Than the rich golden sun of June more sweet. 
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XXVIII. 

Enough there are on earth who reap and sow. 
Enough who give their lives to common gain, 
Enough who toil with spade or axe or plane, 
Enough who sail the seas where rude winds blow ; 

Enough who make their life unmeaning show, 
Enough who plead in courts, who physic pain, 
Enough who follow in the lover's train, 
And taste of wedded hearts the bliss or woe. 

A few at least may love the poet's song, 

May walk with him their visionary guide, 

Far from the crowd, nor do the world a wrong ; 

Or on his wings, through deep blue skies may 

glide. 
And float by light transfused like clouds along 
Above the earth and over oceans wide. 
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XXIX. 

What sweetest solaces, O poet, are thine ; 
Thou happy dweller in all time and place, 
Who standest with all beauty face to face ; 
For whom the universe is one rich mine 

Of thought and love, and earth a holy shrine ; 
Like the glad sun thou runnest tireless race. 
And where thou lookest all is clothed in grace 
Which throws o'er common things a light divine. 

From every natural form, from wind and rain, 
From flower and fruit and smallest pebble stone. 
From leafy hills and fields of waving grain. 
From gurgling brooks and ocean's restless moan. 
From life and death, — from all thou winnest gain^ 
And makest a pure world which is thine own. 



32 THE POET'S PRAISE. 



XXX. 

The poet's mind is like the rising day, 
Which looks, and lo ! the darkness all has flown, 
And the fair beauty of the world is shown : 
The birds are twittering on the dewy spray, 

The children in the meadows scream at play. 

The soft white clouds through azure skies are 

blown, 
The fir-trees sit upon their mountain throne. 

And hear the billows laughing far away. 

The flood of light is poured the whole world round 

And even lifeless things feel its pure thrill, 

The Memnon statue answers with sweet sound, 

And music wakes in vale, on leafy hill ; 

So, by the poet's thought the earth is crowned 

With glory shed from his creative will. 
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t 



XXXI. 

O brood innumerable, without thought, 

Of rhyming verse-makers, who soil the name 

Of poet and his godlike worth defame 

With all your jingling words in measure wrought, 

Or without measure, with no meaning fraught ! 
O earthly brood, untouched by heavenly flame. 
Without high loves, without immortal aim, 
Who think the gifts of God are sold and bought ! 

But I will hush the curse I thought to speak, 
The muse lives in a world where anger dies. 
And they who know and love her best are meek. 
Let, then, the rhyming tribe, like insect flies. 
Still buzz and hum by marshy swamp and creek, 
Poor mimics of the poet's harmonies. 
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XXXII. 

This is the age when every noble heart 

Yearns with a passionate desire 
To give to all in life a larger part, 

And teach the lowest to aspire. 

This is the age when pity reigns supreme, 
And none are good unless they love. 

Whereon a godlike paradisal dream 
Is wafted from the powers above. 

This is the age when they are held the best 

Who best are able to console, 
When Christian mercy lives e'en in the breast 

Of those who know not Christ's control. 

Then, poet, sing of human love the song. 
Give rhythmic voice to what we feel ; 

Let thy high words make tender hearts more strong 
To hope and work through woe for weal. 
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XXXIII. 

This is the age when knowledge wider grows, 

Pouring pure intellectual light 
Through realms where ignorance, dreadless of foes, 

Had dwelt in sempiternal night. 

This is the age when nature, through her deeps. 
Thrills at the touch of human thought. 

When telescopic eye through heaven sweeps, 
And smallest things to sight are brought. 

This is the age when science, like a god. 
Moves through the earth with power divine. 

When wonders spring where'er her feet have trod. 
And worshippers throng to her shrine. 

Then, poet, sing of science the battle-song. 
Wake minds to wider knowledge still : 

To men who know sing love that makes them 
strong. 
And faith and hope with life athrilL 



■^ 
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XXXIV. 

O souls aflame with love of better things, 
By fire of love made luminous and fair, 

Of higher faith ye are the fountain springs 
Which pour God's living waters everywhere. 

From you we catch the heavenly light which throws 
Upon our dying hopes immortal rays ; 

From you a new-born strength forever flows, 
To lift our hearts and smooth the rugged ways. 

Ye keep the world forever fresh and young, 
Looking with glad wide eyes upon the earth ; 

Or singing like the lark the stars among 
To thrill the heavens with contagious mirth. 
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XXXV. 

Of other men we speak in praise, 

And count their battles o'er ; 
Tell how they walked in noble ways, 

And grew from more to more. 

Here this one fell fronting the foe ; 

That other made wise laws ; 
And there was one who felt for woe 

And loved each holy cause. 

But when, sweet poet, we think of thee. 

Thy words we make our own ; 
Thy love we feel, thy thoughts we see. 

And hear thy tender tone. 

The joy for which no speech we find 

Is vocal in thy song ; 
The hopes with which our life is twined 

Through thee are doubly strong. 

Ah ! if to live in memory 

To human hearts is sweet. 
What better fate than thine can be 

Whom all the ages greet ? 
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XXXVI. 

The poet is a light and winged thing, 

Borne on he knows not where, 
Or dropping down on leafy bough to sing 

Some rich melodious air. 

A breath of wind, with violets scented sweet. 

Will start him into voice ; 
A timid flower lying at his feet 

Will make his heart rejoice. 

He murmurs like the brook, nor knows the why, 

Like bird cannot but sing ; 
Makes music, for his soul is melody. 

And the pure notes outring. 

Then love him if you can, and list his song ; 

If not, then go your way ; 
Still will his words flow on in rhythmic throng, 

Whatever you may say. 
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XXXVII. 

The poet cannot stir but he will find 

Some sweet familiar friend, 
For earth and heaven are fashioned to his mind, 

And with his thoughts will blend. 



If he walk forth into the morning air, 

The birds salute him all ; 
If 'long a running brook alone he fare. 

He hears the waters call. 



The flowers more fragrant breathe when he appears, 

The grass is greener too ; 
The timid squirrel loses all his fears, 

As though a friend he knew. 



The leaves more gently wave if he be near. 
And through them sunbeams peep ; 

The bees at work around him make sweet cheer, 
And lull him to soft sleep. 
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The fishes leap to greet as they pass by, 

When on the bank he dreams ; 
The snow-white lambs at rest near him will lie, 

So natural he seems. 



Where'er he moves fair beauty with him goes 

As his pure wedded bride, 
To cheer his heart and soften all his woes — 

His heaven-appointed guide. 
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XXXVIII. 

The highest joy, the deepest pain, 

Flowing in rhythm from human heart, 

Until both joy and grief are gain— 
This is the poet's only art. 

But words reach not the hidden deep 

Of life's eternal silent stream, 
And through the soul unuttered sweep 

Bright visions of a godlike dream. 

As in dark night a lonely bird 

Sits dumb, as though all song were vain, 
So poet's heart, by mystery stirred. 

Despairs to make the meaning plain. 
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XXXIX. 

When youth and love each other greet, 
Then song is sweet. 
At end of day when toilers rest, 
Then song is blest. 

When to her babe a mother sings, 
Then song has wings. 
When 'neath the moon a traveller goes, 
Song soothes his woes. 

When maiden for her lover grieves, 
A song she weaves. 
When daily task the worker plies. 
With song time flies. 

When heroes for their country fight, 
Song gives them might. 
When sailors ride on the deep sea, 
With song they flee. 

When hearts bow low to God in prayer, 
Song too is there : 
So music comes to human souls, 
And life controls. 
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XL. 

Great poets have been heroes too, 

Have spoken truth e'en though they died, 

And while they glory seemed to woo. 
Have fought for God on freedom's side. 

Great poets too have been great kings. 
Have done better than they have sung ; 

And hands which swept melodious strings 
In face of foes the sword have swung. 

Great poets, first of all, are men 
With hearts as high as what they see. 

Who hold the sceptre, plough, or pen, 
In name of God and Liberty. 
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XLI. 

O woman^ shut within the narrow bound 
Of household duties and of petty cares, 
The slave of little thoughts and small affairs, 

Who in thy treadmill walkest daily round, 

To thee the poet comes with blessings crowned, 
And builds for thy sore feet the golden stairs 
Which upward lead away from all despairs 

To the pure heaven where God and love are found. 

O love him well : like thee he sorrow knows, 
And wrongs, to gentle hearts most hard to bear ; 

Like thee he yearns for worlds where love over- 
flows. 
And works for men who reck not of his care ; 

Like thee, upborne by love, he onward goes. 
Singing his tender thought to some sweet air. 
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XLII. 

Through all the worlds of God seen and unseen, 
O poet, range with thy creative power. 
Stooping from central suns to lover's bower. 

To sorrowing hearts from all the starry sheen ; 

Or like a zephyr, skies and streams between, 

Stealing sweet amorous kiss from sleeping flower, 
To steep in fragrance the fast-flying hour 

When youth is here and all the earth is green. 

In rhythmic numbers sing what all men feel 
When they look on the world or in the soul ; 

When sun and moon from darkness upward wheel, 
Or when the hosts of stars through heaven roll ; 

And o'er the awe-struck mind dim visions steal 
Of the mysterious Power who makes the whole. 
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XLIII. 

Wave thy enchanter's wand, O poet mine, 
O'er memory's burial-places, till again 
The loves, the hopes, the joys which long have 
lain 

In graves, like relics in neglected shrine, 

To life forth start and round about me twine 
Fair wreaths of flowers and of golden grain ; 
Till I forget my loss, my grief, my pain, 

And all the good death forced me to resign. 

Once more let me behold the hallowed ground 
Where I a happy child played day by day ; 

Let the fair hills with glory still be crowned. 

While songs of birds thrill every blooming spray ; 

Let silent voices through my heart resound. 
And all who loved me still around me stay. 
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XLIV. 

Insult, O poet, nothing that is dear 

To hearts who hope, believe, who love and pray : 

What mortal is will of itself decay ; 
Let others earth of its sad ruins clear. 

While thou art bringing light and life and cheer ; 
Be prophet of the coming better day, 
And through the dark and doubt still show the 
way 

Where soul to soul, and God to all, is near. 

Build temples for the worship of the fair. 

The good, the true ; teach men to love the right ; 

Pass by the evil which is everywhere. 

Keeping all nobler ends within thy sight ; 

Glad tidings to the world if thou wouldst bear, 
Sing purest love, sing work : man's heart de- 
light. 
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XLV. 

The world is full of things no human soul 
Can love : be tolerant of the absurd, 
Nor let, O poet, thy pure mind be blurred 
By thought of what escapes thy art's control. 

The ages, as they hurrying onward roll, 
Will bury every foolish deed and word. 
Let not thy heart to anger then be stirred. 
Since time will blot the unseemly from his scroll. 

But speak thou words which spoken once remain 
To quicken men to nobler love and toil, 
To raise the weak and make the dark way plain ; 
Which, like the seed that falls on fertile soil, 
Take root, and growing bear rich golden grain 
To nourish life and hungry death to foil. 



THE POET'S PRAISE. 49 



XLVI, 

All lovers poets are : therefore I sing 

My love to God ; and walk beatified 

Like happy child that plays at mother's side, 

Where waters gurgling flow and flowers spring. 

My soul is borne aloft on fancy's wing, 
Circling with heavenly spheres through orbits wide. 
Seeking to know the secret which they hide. 
And catch the mystic harmonies they ring. 

With them I fearless sweep through boundless space. 
Through darkness infinite and seas of light, 
As though with time I ran Titanic race. 
Hoping to gain, before the coming night. 
Close to the throne of God some secret place 
Where I may rest, nor evermore take flight. 
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XLVII. 



The heart alone is poet — art can but rhyme : 
Nature made human by man's tender thought, 
To harmony in poet's heart is brought. 
Who sings bis love in tones that thrill all time ; 

To sing aught else for him were basest crime : 
He can but teach what he himself is taught 
By his own love, with joy and sorrow fraught. 
And so his words are true and oft sublime. 

In many moods, in many tones he sings, 
Responsive to the power that moves his will, 
As harp to winds that breathe upon its strings : 
Now glad, now sad, his changing notes uptrill ; 
And now he rises borne on angels' wings, 
And pours the melodies that heaven filL 
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XLVIII. 

The highest poet highest truth must see : 
Close to the throne of God his spirit dwells, 
And drinks at the clear-flowing fount that wells 
From out the depths of His infinity. 

He hears the echoes of eternity 

Ringing through noisy time like Sabbath bells, 

Whose solemn peal the heart's strong passions 

quells, 
And lifts the soul to realms of purity. 

He questions his own heart and hears God speak ; 
The beauty which he loves is without stain ; 
The truth he tells is truth that all men seek, 
But which his words alone to all make plain ; 
On chilly world, where all is waste and bleak. 
His song falls like spring's warm life-giving rain. 



52 THE POET'S PRAISE, 



XLIX. 

The architect upbuilds the poet's thought ; 
Sweet music of his love is rhythmic flow ; 
Upon the canvas his high visions glow ; 
By sculptor's hands in stone his dreams are wrought 

With beauty infinite his soul is fraught, 
And all fair things to him their splendor show, 
And in his heart the tender loves upgrow, 
And all the arts to harmony are brought. 

Upon the summits of the world he dwells, 

And the discordant sounds of life uprise 

To him, and blend in full harmonious swells 

Of melody ; about him heaven lies ; 

E*en when he stoops to drink at fount that wells 

In lowly vale, he sees reflected skies. 
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L. 



The poet gives himself — ^what in his breast 
As life, and truth, and love he deeply feels ; 
And all that a strong faith to him reveals 
In his high song must ever be expressed ; 

He blesses others with what he is blest ; 
From sorrow and from trouble balsam steals, 
And like a saint before all beauty kneels. 
And is a pilgrim seeking still the best. 

Men need no poet's song to learn the charm 
Of sensual delights and vulgar gain ; 
These all can feel as all can know their harm ; 
They look to him to soothe the heart's deep pain, 
To lift their thoughts and hopes with unseen arm, 
Till God's sweet providence to all grow plain. 
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LI. 



If thou wouldst be a poet, know the Muse, 
Mere thoughtless triflers will forever shun ; 
Nor by inconstant lover can be won, 
But stoops to him who with his whole life woos. 

If her thou lovest thou must also choose 
To dwell with misery, nor hope to run 
With the gay throng who bask in fortune's sun. 
But live apart from men like lone recluse. 

The boon she brings is the poetic heart. 
That sets the world to harmonies divine. 
Wedding beauty to truth, its counterpart. 
Nor to a lower world will she decline. 
To common ends and aims debasing art. 
Which should be pure as soul at holy shrine. 
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LII. 

True poesy loves lonely walks and ways, 
And lives in common things that round us lie, 
The earth and air and overbending sky, 
Like gentle child who 'mid wild flowers plays. 

In humble hearts and peaceful scenes delays, 
Where simple men their daily labors ply. 
Or rest in quiet vales where zephyrs sigh. 
Content to lead such life through all their days. 

Not in the palaces of kings she dwells. 
Nor where ambition toils for higher place. 
But from the crowd apart, through shady dells. 
She walks like modest maid with even pace. 
Stooping to drink at living fount that wells 
From earth, upspringing to kiss her sweet face. 
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LIII. 

She moves to music of her happy thought, 
Or listens to her rhythmic heart, that beats 
In harmony with truth ; free from deceits, 
And tastes the good with which God's world is 
fraught. 

To her fair lips its sweetness comes unsought ; 
She gives a higher soul to all she meets, 
And finds delight in solitude's retreats 
On wings of heavenly melody upcaught. 

To her the universe is temple high 

Of God, who dwells therein forevermore ; 

The vesture visible to human eye 

Of the Infinite Love which all adore, 

Which clothes the earth with beauty, fills the sky 

With stars that light the dim eternal shore. 



THE POET'S PRAISE. 57 



LIV. 

Not Syracuse nor the fair Grecian plain 

Saw coursers, swift as thine, sweet home of mine ; 

Nor did their sacrificial herds outshine 

Thine own, whose silken flanks are without stain. 

Not there on fairer flowers fell warm spring rain. 
Nor wore the heavens a beauty more divine, 
Nor maidens purer knelt at holy shrine. 
Nor braver men held warlike death as gain. 

Yet has no poet's song wafted thy name 

In rhythmic numbers through the earth and sky ; 

No mighty bard with strong, heroic aim 

Has soared aloft to bear thy form on high ; 

No muse has touched thy lips with sacred flame. 

To bid the music flow which cannot die. 
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LV. 

Sweet foolish words which nothing say 

Will make a song ; 
To merry souls in month of May, 

No time is long. 



Mere idle trifles give delight 

When lovers meet ; 
A glimpse is better than full sight 

When fond hearts beat. 



A little nothing — ^lock of hair — 

Gives pleasure deep ; 
And wooing of the quiet air 

Will bring soft sleep. 

The flowing of a limpid brook 

Awakens dreams ; 
And sitting in a shady nook 

We love sun gleams. 
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A fiower blooming all alone 

Is sad but fair ; 
Autumnal woods' mysterious moan 

Tells of despair. 

A little is like richest feast 

To the content ; 
True love knows to endow the least 

With ravishment. 

Sweet foolish words which nothing say 

Will make a song ; 
Round children at their simple play 

Bright pleasures throng. 
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LVI. 

I walk whole days silent and dumb, 
Like one made speechless by sore grief, 

Waiting for some sweet song to come 
To give my o'er-fuU heart relief. 

I move amid the mystery 

Which lies above, beneath, around, 
Still yearning for infinity — 

A prisoner in space fast bound. 



I look up to the star-lit sea, 

Which silent is but seems to speak. 
And see the truth forever flee, 

Which I forever still must seek. 



I watch the seasons come and go, 
Bringing again the life they take. 

And in the never-ceasing flow 
I float and dream, but half awake. 
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I read all books that men have made, 
And follow whither they may lead ; 

But still my lone heart is afraid. 
And finds no friend in utmost need. 

Speak thou O God, speak thou, to me ; 

I listen for thy voice alone. 
Nor care whatever else may be 

If I may hear thy certain tone. 
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LVII. 

True lovers love the poet best. 

The joys, the woes, 
The hopes, the fears which fill their breast 

He only knows. 



A maid will go with him alone 

Through fields and lanes, 
And breathe to him with tender moan 

Her secret pains : 

Beneath the blooming apple-tree 

With him will lie. 
For hours in sweetest revery 

Under the sky. 

Close to her pillow him will place 

While she doth sleep, 
And turn to him her all pure face 

Through darkness deep. 
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His words are echoes of her heart ; 

She hears the song, 
And through her soul with sudden start 

Sweet memories throng. 

She holds him in her soft white hand ; 

He drinks her tears ; 
She walks with him through wonderland, 

And has no fears. 

He lies upon her swelling breast 

While she doth dream. 
And slumbers like a child at rest 

By flowing stream. 

O poet, then, make no complaint. 

But bless thy lot : 
Thou art the lover's chosen saint 

In every spot. 
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LVIIL 

Sing love, my poet, sweet love sing ; 

It is the best we know ; 
It sets the birds a-caroUing, 

And makes the flowers grow. 



What else on earth is there so fair. 

So fragrant with delight ? 
What ill can be if love be there ? 

What wrong where love makes right ? 

Then, poet, sing sweet love for me, 

And let thy melting notes 
In cadence rise and fall as free 

As winged bird that floats. 

A boy, I heard thy tender song ; 

And now, a man full grown. 
For thy pure music still I long 

With secret, inward moan. 
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Wake, then, the silences that sleep 

Within my yearning heart ; 
Thy fingers o'er the harp strings sweep 

With strong creative art. 

Give melody to pensive dreams ; 

Give to the stars a voice ; 
Make vocal clouds and hills and streams, 

While loving souls rejoice. 
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LIX. 

All beauty wakes the wish for song, 

But poet only has the power 
To make the liquid notes to throng 

In music's sweet, melodious shower. 

The silent harmonies, which lie 
Like winds upon the waves asleep. 

In God, in souls, in earth, and sky. 
He loosens from their slumbers deep. 

And when he sings the heart awakes. 
As leaves are stirred when zephyrs blow ; 

As when dark night her mantle shakes. 
The stars with purest joy upglow. 

His fingers touch the mystic lyre, 

And jarring sounds all die away, 
And angels chant in heavenly choir 
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The coming of eternal day. 
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LX. 

Blest be the man whoe'er he be, 

Whate'er his country or his creed, 
Who gives his life to make men free 

From low desire and selfish greed. 

He works with God, moves *long the way 

The boundless universe onroUs, 
Towards the far-off better day 

Where all that is shall be the soul's ; 

Spreads light, fires love, makes conscience strong ; 

Uplifts the hearts that sink to earth ; 
Defends the right, makes war on wrong. 

And points through death to higher birth. 

Praised be his name, let blessings shower 
On paths he treads in war or peace ; 

He is a part of God's own power. 
Like Israel and Rome and Greece. 
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LXI. 

The poet follows where the muses lead, 

And cannot wander as he will ; 
For inspiration is his only creed, 

And makes for him both good and ill. 

You cannot bind him to serve any cause. 

However noble it may be ; 
The heavenly powers make for him the laws 

Which bid him first of all be free. 

Then let him go with his sweet muse for guide. 

Like a fair child by beauty led, 
Still humming as he wanders far and wide 

The music which with truth is wed. 
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LXII. 

The sweetest music flows with tears, 

Which poets shed 
When dreaming of the happy years 

That long since fled. 

They sing to their sad hearts alone 

What no words tell ; 
Breathing in tender, melting tone 

Sweet love's farewell. 

From out infinite depths their pain 

In music flows, 
Until they feel that loss is gain. 

And bless their woes. 

The joy, the bliss which once was theirs. 

Lives in their song, 
Whose rhythmic flow their sorrow bears 

Like foam along. 

Be sad, O poets, then, be sad. 

That you may sing ; 
Your sorrow makes the whole world glad, 

As showers the spring. 
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LXIII. 

Athens, the souls of poets turn to thee, 

Thou mother fair, whence all the arts have sprung, 

Whose perfect beauty never can be sung : 

To think of thee is to be young and free. 

What privilege to tread thy soil and see 
Thy discrowned Citadel its ruins among ; 
Though fallen, the ideal still uphung 
To lure the generations yet to be. 

A grace about thee clings unseen elsewhere ; 
The heavens nearer come and loving bend 
O'er this one spot of all the earth most fair, 
Where genius, glory, beauty all transcend, 
Where freedom, light, and gladness, like the air. 
Float round us and with our whole being blend. 
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LXIV. 

Between a double range of mountains rise 
Baalbec's lone ruins on the Syrian plain : 
All desolate the long-deserted fane, 
In a vast solitude abandoned lies. 

But glorious still are Oriental skies. 
And round about still waves the golden grain, 
And from the rock there gushes forth a vein 
Of water, whose pure fountain never dries. 

Thus mightiest works of man in ruins fall. 
And crumble 'neath the feet of trampling time 
To fragments which but sadden and appal ; 
While nature is forever in her prime, 
And young as when she first heard God*s deep call, 
And thrilled through boundless space with hope 
sublime. 
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LXV. 

Seek not in works of mortal man to find 
The fountainhead of inspiration deep ; 
But look into thy human heart where sleep 
The living waters that refresh the mind. 

There God and nature sweetly are entwined ; 

There soul and body sacred vigils keep ; 

There highest thought like winds through harp 

strings sweep ; 
There faith and hope and love are all enshrined. 

Not from the pages of a book upwells 
The limpid wave, whose soft and murmuring flow, 
With music fills the blooming hills and dells ; 
Stay close to nature if thou seek'st to know 
The secret home where truth with beauty dwells, 
And where alone the heavenly visions glow. 



J 
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LXVI. 

Not to his age does my sweet poet belong, 
But to all ages which old time has run ; 
He is of all the heir, the glorious son, 
And all the years to come shall hear his song. 

Like nature, he is ever young and strong ; 
The laurel crown he wears, from her is won ; 
For God and her the work he does is done ; 
He loves the right more than he hates the wrong. 

O ask him not to be of common use, 
Nor bind him to your little hopes and fears, 
Caught like a beast and led in a vile noose ; 
His rhymic heart beats music of the spheres. 
And through the world he bears God's flag of truce, 
And hatred should die out when he appears. 
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LXVII. 

We think the thoughts of other men : they make 
Their wills our own, and trace the paths we tread ; 
They rule our hearts and minds, though they be 

dead, 
And hold us fast whatever way we take. 

In vain we strive the fatal spell to break ; 
Our souls with theirs forevermore are wed ; 
Of our life current they are the fixed bed, 
Whose banks the rushing waters do not shake. 

For us the long past ages are not flown ; 
Like our own deeds they travel with us still ; 
Reviling them we but ourselves disown ; 
We are the stream their many currents fill ; 
From their rich youth our manhood has upgrown, 
And in our blood their hopes and loves yet thrill. 
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LXVIII. 

The little Minnesota lake, whence flows 
The stream wherein a thousand others pour 
Themselves from east and from the western shore, 
Swollen by rains or by the melting snows, 

Until from all the mighty river grows. 
Which bears upon its breast a nation's store, 
Pictures the English fount whence Chaucei^ bore 
The wave v/hich through the world still widening 
goes. 

O rivulet of song married to mirth, 

How pleasantly thy primal waters gleam, 

At that sweet fountain whence they had their birth ; 

How musically flows the laughing stream. 

Moving across the green and flowery earth 

As glad and fresh as is the poet's dream ! 
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LXIX. 

To praise were useless as 'twere vain to blame, 
When thou, Shakespeare, thy wonder-world dost 

weave. 
Fair as first blush of star at kiss of eve. 
Glad as the joys which the sweet birds proclaim, 

When all the blooming woods with light upflame, 
And gentle flowers their tender heads forth heave 
From out the earth, and brooks their fetters leave, 
And mingle music with glad children's game. 

Sing on, for we must follow thy sweet will. 
With captive hearts enchained to thy song — 
Whate'er its note may be, rapt listeners still. 
As stars to Philomel her leaves among ; 
The master to whose words all poets thrill 
In every land and all the ages long. 
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Thy plays are like the Church's wonderland. 
Where emperors and kings and ladies high, 
With beggars and with slaves, keep company, 
Placed on a level by thy high command. 

Where fools with wise men form a single band. 
And saints with sinners under one roof lie. 
Where wit and folly, life and death, are nigh. 
And greatest with the least linked hand in hand. 

Illimitable is thy magic power, 

Which touching every thing makes all things fair ; 

As when sweet spring looks from her leafy bower. 

The earth breaks into beauty everywhere, 

And bird and bee and tree and rill and flower 

Come forth to sun themselves in the pure air. 
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LXXI. 

Like a loud trump of war, breaks forth thy song, 
O Milton, where angelic hosts upwheel 
To battle ; or like deep-voiced organ peal 
Filling with awe the mute adoring throng. 

Upon its wings onbome as giant strong, 
To thy far-seeing soul the heavens reveal 
The infinite unseen worlds where seraphs kneel, 
And endless time is but a moment long. 

By too great light now darkened thy keen eyes 
Behold no more the forms of earthly things ; 
The stars shine not for thee in deep blue skies, 
Nor from the bosom of the earth outsprings 
The freshness of the flower : thy world now lies 
Where unseen spirits float on viewless wings. 
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LXXII. 

Of all the poets, Wordsworth, thou art mine ; 
Great nature's priest, the soul's prophetic seer, 
Looking through life and death with vision clear, 
In whose pure eyes the world is all one shrine. 

Where under many forms the All Divine 
Is shadowed forth, and meanest things appear 
Sacred as love gleaming through a sweet tear : 
Where faith and hope attest God's countersign, 

How calmly thou dost walk with head all bare, 
Drinking delight from every cloud and flower, 
Stooping to ask the blessing of the air, 
While sun and stars their benedictions shower, 
And peace deep as the soul is everywhere 
On hill, in vale, and in the leafy bower. 



8o THE POET'S PRAISE. 
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Forbid not, Dante, smooth thy awful brow ; 
Turn not thy look of great immortal scorn 
On me, if I, a poet lowly born. 
Draw near and to thy mighty spirit bow. 

Where through high worlds unseen thy way dost 

plough, 
Like a new sun, flushing the path of morn ; 
Or by much knowledge and deep sorrow worn 
Thou movest where grim Charon turns his prow. 

O wanderer where mortals may not tread, 
Whose feet the everlasting hills upclimb. 
Whence views unfold of all the glories fled ; 
Great seer, whose eyes look through the veil of 

time. 
And read the mysteries which are still unread. 
All-earnest truth-teller in loftiest rhime ! 
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In my warm youth, thou did'st an angel seem, 
O Byron ! in thy stormy strength and flight, 
Or standing lonely on some mountain height. 
Wrapped in the thunder cloud as in a dream. 

While round thee torrents roar, the eagles scream, 
The blinding lightning gleams through awful night, 
And war and pest and famine rage and blight. 
And demons curse and raving men blaspheme. 

But now beauty and love, I plainly see, 
[ Find no delight in darkness, death, and hate : 

I "A drainless shower of light is poesy," — 

Of peace and truth, of faith and hope the mate, 
The friend of man, to whom he still may flee 
From toil and strife, and sorrow's heavy weight. 
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LXXV. 

In water, Keats, say'st thou, is writ thy name ? 
Yes, as a star is written in clear stream, 
As on a lake is written soft moonbeam, 
And on the sea, the golden sun's pure flame ; 

So in all tender souls is writ thy fame. 
Thou visionary boy whose great eyes seem 
Lost in the rapture of some godlike dream. 
And fixed on beauty's form with steadfast aim. 

Too soon death's raven wing flapped over thee 
And England lost htr most poetic child ; 
But still thou livest while the ages flee 
In fame's immortal temple safely aisled. 
Where noble minds dwell in sweet company. 
And look on truth and beauty reconciled. 
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LXXVI. 

O happy poet, for at least a few 
With tender love will long pronounce thy name ; 
Will hail thy memory with sweet acclaim, 
And thy loved grave with tribute tears bedew ! 

Thus loving thee they shall their hearts renew ; 
For they shall feel the glow of the pure flame 
That fires the ^oul more than the trump of fame ; 
And in its light the highest beauty view. 

O privilege divine, thus to infuse 

In gentle breasts the spirit of thy dream, 

To walk the world upborne by heavenly muse, 

And dying leave of tiiy rich life a gleam, 

Fresh as the sparkle of the morning dews, 

Bright a$ the glitter of the pebbly stream ! 
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LXXVII. 

Thy swollen thought is poured in turgid stream 
Hugo, and like a rising tide o'erflows 
The wide extending shore : nor measure knows, 
But onward rolls and flashes lurid gleam, 

On sky and earth, on plain and rocky seam. 
Or like a torrent, when dissolving snows 
Rush down the mountain side, it fiercer grows 
And lashes its wild waters into steam. 

A cloud of images, a wordy rain 

Rise o'er thy genius and its beauty drown ; 

The ceaseless windy phrase is truth's worst bane : 

Jove needs no stormful words when he doth frown. 

Of self-restraint had'st thou but known the gain 

Then hadst thou worn the noblest poet's crown. 
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LXXVIII. 

Thy heart is gentle and thy voice is kind. 

Thy spirit, Longfellow, is calm and pure. 

Remote from passion and all vulgar lure. 

And with thy thoughts sweet love is fast entwined. 

As flowers' fragrance mingles with the wind ; 
And following thee e'en maidens walk secure. 
So safe thy council and thy guidance sure ; 
But lacking strength and the creative mind, 

With mighty bards whose song can never die. 
Thou mayst not have a place. Yet not in vain. 
He sings whose voice awakens sympathy. 
With patient love and meekly suffered pain. 
With quiet ways and things that round them lie. 
E'en though he reach not an immortal strain. 
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LXXIX. 

Ah no ! he never had a poet's soul, 
Else had he not stooped so to lower plain, 
And sold his birthright for mere vulgar gain, 
Once having caught the vision of the whole. 

But baser sort in money place life's goal. 

And know naught higher than dull Mammon's reign, 

While heaven'd-illumined minds shrink from the 

stain 
Of idol-worship's palsying control. 

Forget him, then : he never was our own. 

Since to be rich and not first to be true. 

Was the ideal which to him was shown ; 

Or if of good he had the poet's view, 

And chose aught worse than best which he had 

known. 
Self-exiled is he from the heavenly crew. 
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LXXX 

Shelley ! thy eye is clear, thy ear is fine, 
The fairest forms in purest light lie there, 
And sweetest melodies that breathe through air ; 
This world of noblest forms and sounds is thine : 

But thou lackest the sense of things divine, 
And raving in mad impotence dost dare 
Rail at the Eternal, and His love forswear 
Making the earth a hell and not a shrine. 

And so thy song is but a vain lament, 

Mingled with curses loud with all despair. 

Where helpless hate with feverish fret is blent. 

And love itself no fruit of love can bear — 

To make such music poets are not sent. 

To whom we look for thoughts to soothe sore care. 
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Thy mind, great Goethe, noble is and fair, 
Like a smooth lake reflecting earth and sky, 
With trees and flowers and rocks that round it lie, 
And birds that rise on wing through azure air : 

But lacking is the heart : no love is there ; 
No tender pity for sad souls that sigh. 
For those who look to God with tear-dimmed eye, 
And but for hope in Him would feel despair. 

So we behold the image and admire. 
But turn elsewhere to seek the highest best : 
For the pure soul to heaven will aspire, 
And in mere beauty never finds true rest ; 
The hands of angels hold the muse's lyre. 
And sweetest songs flow from the loving breast. 
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De Musset ! thy sad song falls on my ear 
Like wail of a fair soul wandering and lost 
'Mid things unclean and dead, and wildly tossed 
By howling blasts in passion's mad career ; 

Till thou more maniac than calm-seeing seer, 
Walkest up — shrivelled by the winters' frost ; 
Thy life, of sin become the holocaust, 
Sinking in darkness, — on thy lips a sneer. 

Thy muse all pure in heavenly light was born, 
But stooping down to lust's consuming fire, 
Forgot the glow of her fresh-dawning morn. 
And crawled with draggled wings through sensual 

mire. 
Until instead of love she felt but scorn, 
And dropped from hands defiled the heavenly 

lyre. 
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LXXXIII. 

I know a poet whose smooth-running rhyme 

Sings liberty in ever- varying measure, 

As life's first and chief good and man's best 

treasure, 
The latest and the noblest birth of time. 

Such songs I gladly heard in my youth's prime, 
Like one whose face upglows at thought of 

pleasure. 
Whose dream of freedom is that it is leisure 

To drink delight where love's sweet voices chime. 

But I have lived too long in freedom's air 

To think that it can bring back paradise ; 

The free men I have seen, a yoke still bear ; 

Metallic fetters bind their souls like vice ; 

They have ignoble loves and aims, nor dare , 

Set on their faith and hope infinite price. ^ 
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Free men alone are they who do the right, 
For liberty obedience is to law ; 
And they who from this service sweet withdraw, 
Are made the slaves of a stem tyrant's might. 

To serve within our place and in God's sight, 
To keep our lives unstained and without flaw, 
To walk in humbleness and holy awe 
Is to be clothed with freedom as with light. 

The truth, the blessed Saviour said, makes free ; 
And they who do the right, the truth shall know ; 
And only they are sons of liberty. 
No laws of men the heavenly gift bestow ; 
The soul is freedom's fort by God's decree, 
Which naught but our own deeds can overthrow. 
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LXXXV. 

Ah ! not alone the greatest poets who 

Have made the music which the whole world 

knows, 
Whose song like mighty river widening flows 
Through many lands, unnumbered ages through ; 

Who own the sage's mind, and prophet's too. 
Who stand like peaks made luminous by snows : 
Not they alone bring balm to soothe our woes, 
Or breathe the holier mood which keeps us true. 

But many a lesser bard, like gurgling spring 
Hidden amid the copse in quiet dell, 
Where flocks nip tender grass and small birds sing, 
Pours sweet refreshment too from limpid well 
For weary souls whom chance his way may bring, 
And lulls to rest with his pure music's spell. 
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LXXXVI. 

" Ah ! shall these rhymesters never grow 
Of all their rhyming weary, 
Or must their measures ever flow 
Like oceans waste and dreary ? 

" Enough in sooth the world has had 
Of all this jingling verse ; 
Of poets glad and sad and mad, 
Who are a plague and curse." 

Why hate the man you cannot know, 

So far above he lives ? 
As well curse roses that they blow, 

Or light for joy it gives. 

To you nor help nor harm he brings, — 
Whole worlds between you lie ; 

He is the lark that soaring sings 
Heedless of your dull cry. 

His song will hush when sweet light dies ; 
When sun and stars grow pale ; 
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When at the dawn the joyous cries 
Of living things shall fail ; 

When the glad spring no more shall come, 

Nor buds at dewdrops peep, 
Nor round the blossoms bees shall hum, 

Nor babes smile in their sleep. 

When running brooks shall silent be. 

And laughter's music die ; 
When children play, nor shout for glee 

Beneath the azure sky ; 

When hearts shall love nor wish for song ; 

When eyes shall lose their tears ; 
When round the graves no memories throng. 

No loves, no hopes, no fears ; 

When earthly life no more is sweet. 

And joy deep buried lies ; 
When God and souls no longer meet, 

And faith in heaven dies ; 

Then only then the poet too 

Of singing shall grow weary. 
And all the world be through and through 

Like oceans waste and dreary. 
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LXXXVII. 

" What uses serves the poet's rhythmic speech ? 
*T is but an idle song ; 
What daily bread will win he cannot teach, 
Nor what will life prolong. 

" He lives in empty worlds where all is vain — 
Mere worlds of rippling sound ; 
Knows but unreal joy, unreal pain. 
And is in shadows drowned. 

" Some love-sick maiden then he may beguile, 
Some visionary youth ; 
But men of common-sense elsewhere the while 
Will seek for simple truth." 

Ye know him not ; ye cannot know his worth ; 

His world is not your own ; 
•He dwells above, and you are of the earth. 
Where all your hopes are sown. 

You love not the fair stars which wake at night. 
Nor dreaming flowers of spring. 
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Nor thrill when over the lone mountain height 
The eagle spreads his wing. 

When in the sky the heavenly bow appears, 

'T is but your weather sign ; 
When bliss no utterance can find save tears, 

For you *t is not divine. 

When a sweet child with merry laughter comes, 

Your heart-pulse is not stirred ; 
When at his work the honey-bee still hums, 

By you he is not heard. 

When the clear brook flows babbling to the trees, 

It speaks no word to you ; 
When glinting waves dance to the kissing breeze. 

You think it is not true. 

When the deep heart of youth infinite grows. 
Through faith and hope and love, 

You tell him only money saves from woes. 
And not the God above. 

To know a poet, there needs a poet's soul : 

He is a child of light ; 
You dwell in sense, while he lives in the whole, 

And of the best has sight 
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LXXXVIII. 

As heaven mirrored is in human eye, 

So in the poet's soul, 
The fair infinite worlds reflected lie 

And love fast binds the whole. 

He cannot look but beauty on him smiles ; 

All sounds he hears are sweet ; 
Gladness and youth lie round him miles on miles, 

And flowers spring to greet. 

All joys that ever thrilled a human heart, 

All hopes and noble thought, 
Return for him. and through his godlike art 

The sweetest truth is taught. 
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LXXXIX. 

When the poet looking breaks into high song, 

Made musical by beauty shown, 
Hearts follow swept by this strong thought along, 

And feel truth larger than is known. 

His eye to others gives the power of sight. 

Revealing what else hidden lay ; 
He calls from every peak and mountain height, 

And listening souls find upward way. 

He does not prove — of proof he has no need. 
For face to face with truth he stands ; 

They argue who hold to a doubtful creed, 
Not he who hears God's high commands. 



THE POET'S PRAISE. 99 



XC. 



Shall high and noble thoughts acceptance gain 
Of God, who blesses every worthy deed, 

And suflFers not that aught be done in vain 
If done for Him, or go without due meed ? 

True thoughts are not upon the surface bred, 
But from the inmost heart of things uprise, 

Like waters from the central earth, and shed 
Refreshment, as on fields the raining skies. 

Therefore not unrewarded shall they be 

Of God, who truth Himself, all truth doth love, 

And in the heart seeks first sincerity, 

Which is the mark of souls that upward move. 



•^ V 
^ ^ ' 
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XCI. 

Who fears to speak his heart's true thought, 

Lest thoughtless men deride, 
Knows not the price at which are bought 

Honors that will abide. 

Who dreads even the censuring frown 

Of those esteemed wise, 
Will never wear the immortal crown 

Which shades the poet's eyes. 

They only worthy are, who deem 

Their gift the highest call ; 
Who follow still the heavenly gleam. 

Whether they rise or fall. 
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O, rhyme that runneth with my heart's sore pain, 

And with its joy and glad delight, 
To me most sweet, to others if but vain, 

And dear as star-illumined night. 

How oft thy soothing music gives relief 
To my deep-bowed, o*er-burthened soul, 

Bearing away on its soft breast my grief. 
Leaving sweet peace and love's control. 

Thou bringest back the voices far away, 
Whose gentle tones now others hear. 

While I alone pass all the weary day 
With but fond memory for cheer. 

O leave me not, sweet rhyme, or else I faint ; 

Still keep my sad heart company. 
And breathe in harmony with its complaint 

The music of thy melody. 
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XCIII. 

In every thing sweet music lies, 
And they who listen well may hear 

The murmur of low melodies 

Breathe softly on the enchanted ear. 

Leaves whisper when winds fall asleep ; 

The growing com hums merry tune ; 
The flowers laugh when white clouds sweep 

Through the blue sky in month of June. 

The stars at night in concert sing ; 

The sleeping babe smiles in his dream. 
Hearing the stir of angels* wing, 

Brushing across time's rapid stream 
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XCIV. 

How fair and sweet, how fair and sweet 

The world may be, 
When youth and love in springtime meet, 

We surely see. 

How high and strong, how high and strong 

The heart doth beat, 
When heroes battle against wrong, 

Nor will retreat. 

How glad and free, how glad and free 

The young blood leaps. 
When children stray at liberty 

Where sunshine sleeps. 

But fairer, higher, gladder still. 

Is poet's mind. 
With life and light and strength athrill. 

In love enshrined. 



"^ 
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XCV. 

As sad as merry song, 

When sung by maid gone mad, 
Who dreams of lost love's wrong, 

And all the bliss she had ; — 

As sad as note of bird 

Made blind that it may sing, 

Whose swelling throat is stirred 
By helpless suffering ; — 

As sad as exile's moan, 

Who wanders 'mid strange men. 
And yet is all alone 

Till he reach home again ; — 

So sad, so sad, so sad, 

Is many a poet's heart. 
Whose sorrow still is glad 

Through his immortal art. 



J 
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XCVL 

A poet's heart is gentle aye, 

Lowly and meek and mild, 
Tender as the soft dawning day, 
Or yearning love's deep soulful lay : 
He 's simple as a child. 

All scorn, all pride, all hate he flees 

Consenting to the least : 
The merest wind-blown leaf he sees 
Has still some mystic power to please, 

And is for him a feast. 

Fair maiden singing in a lane 
Is more to him than queen. 
And songs of birds can ease his pain, 
And in his eyes nothing is vain, 
For God in all is seen. 

He is content the whole day long, 
If he but hear a brook ; 



II 
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Who shun him never do him wrong. 
For unseen spirits round him throng, 
Dreaming o'er his sweet book. 

With children he for hours will lie 

Beneath a leafy tree, 
Watching the clouds float through the sky, 
Or listening to the zephyrs sigh, 

And to the humming bee. 

He is at home with cows and sheep 

Grazing in flowery mead ; 
At him the timid rabbits peep, 
While he walks on in revery deep, 

Or stops to see them feed. 

The worm that crawls across his way 

Fears not his careful tread ; 
'He would not trouble dogs at play. 
Nor hush of patient ass the bray, 

Nor stir him from his bed. 

He feels a kinship with the stone 

And with the lifeless clod ; 
He grieves with homeless winds that moan, 
And hears in woods a solemn tone 
. That speaks to him of God. 
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And so he walks beatified^ 

Beneath the infinite dome, 
With love and beauty by his side, 
And the sweet muse for his fair bride, 

And all the world his home. 
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XCVII. 

If in self-mastery the poet shows 
The perfect skill of the true artist's hand, 
And due obedience to the high command 
Of the sweet muse who all her gifts bestows 

In measure, which with rhythmic motion flows, 
Why need he fret 'gainst the pure sonnet's band. 
Or think that growing lines which still expand 
Bear higher worth than her fourteen fixed rows ? 

In fewest words fair truth is fittest said ; 
Who draws his story out weakens his cause ; 
Brooks run more merrily in narrow bed ; 
The smallest jewel is most safe from flaws ; 
With moderate fortune bliss is oftenest wed ; 
And freest men obedient are to laws. 
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O poet, love to live within thy soul : 

The fairest things on earth are only fair 

When they transformed are sweetly mirrored there, 

Where separate things are bound into a whole, 

By subtle alchemy, whose soft control 
From matter brings forth beauty everywhere. 
Coining the meaningless and idle air 
To words of love, magnetic as the pole. 

Live then within thyself, attentive still 

To what God and His world shall speak to thee ; 

With nourishment of thought thy heart upfiU ; 

By meditation learn what is to be ; 

And in thy deepest self look for the skill 

To teach men how they may be pure and free. 
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Poet ! fond dreamer of what cannot be ; 
Drunk with the beauty which is never shown ; 
Upcaught in visions of more than is known, 
And lost in thy sad, hopeless revery ; 

Still looking upward to infinity, 

And loving all things fair for this alone — 

That they are symbols which God has out-thrown 

To lure the soul with boundless mystery. 

Sill cherish thy sweet dream, still love the best ; 
And trust that hope is truer than we know ; 
That God is more than men have ever guessed ; 
And bliss somehow at last shall spring from woe ; 
From all the ceaseless toil, eternal rest ; 
And from the darkness, life's immortal glow. 
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C. 



Cold as the dawn which through clouds slowly 

breaks, 
And throws its steel-gray light on fields all dead, 
On woods whose leafy glory all has fled, 
On ruins where the clinging ivy shakes, 

In the raw wind, whose breath froths with snow- 
flakes ; 
As wintry waves, with leaden skies overhead ; 
As graves where love has found its hopeless bed ; 
As a lone bird on rocks 'mid frozen lakes ; — 

So cold, O God ! so dreary, waste, and chill 

Were life, if human hearts felt not the glow 

Of thy sweet love and its immortal thrill 

Of hope, which, through the darkness and the woe. 

Where souls are bowed and all the boundless ill 

Gives token of the joys the angels know. 
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Life is not in itself whole and complete, 
But shoots its roots into infinity. 
And thence draws hope of all that is to be. 
When mortal and immortal once shall meet ; 

When climbing life's steep hill with tireless feet, 
We reach the topmost height, from which we see 
God's boundless worlds of love and liberty. 
Where souls belong, and beauty holds her seat 

Know this, O poet, make its truth thine own, 
For here the source of inspiration lies, 
And not in regions waste of the unknown ; 
Behind the veil there gleams to faithful eyes 
The perfect flower whose seed in earth is sown. 
But whose fair bloom unfolds in the pure skies. 
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When shall the poet come, whose thrilling song 
Shall sound like voice of God on earth again, 
And lift all hearts from selfish joy and pain 
To that pure region where all souls belong ; 

To faith and hope and love, with purpose strong 
To do the right, nor seek a richer gain ; 
To serve, be helpful, just, and so to reign. 
Since they are more than kings who war on wrong. 

The world is listening now if it may hear 
That science, love, religion, all agree. 
And with one voice proclaim that God is near ; 
That what true men have hoped for yet shall be. 
That ways we walk in shall grow broad and clear. 
Until the struggle cease and all are free. 
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For thee also, O poet, daxk doubts will rise, 
Whispering that thy immortal art is vain, 
And brings to human hearts no certain gain, 
No song with power to hush despairing cries, 

No gleam from worlds where what we love ne'er 

dies. 
Where sorrow and remorse the cheeks ne'er stain. 
And pleasure is not always bought with pain, 
Nor hope but teaches how life's promise lies. 

But listen not ; such thoughts are not for thee ; 

Thy soul illumined is by light divine. 

And lives in presence of infinity ; 

Thou pourest for the soul life-giving wine, 

As God pours light ; but blind men cannot see, 

And round the dead in vain we garlands twine. 



^ 
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The poet's soul is borne on song's swift wing 
Through worlds ethereal of sound and light. 
Above the earth, beyond the realms of night, 
Where spirits love and know, and yearnings spring ; 

Where faith and hope, with godlike power cling 
To beauty not revealed to mortal sight. 
To promises of life where falls no blight. 
And death his fatal scythe can never swing. 

He soars upborne by some immortal dream 

Of things which have been, and that yet shall be, 

Winnowing the skies above time's turbid stream. 
And floating onward through eternity. 

Far over all the changing forms that seem. 
To central truth through the dark mystery. 
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CV. 



Ah ! call him foolish — call the poet vain ; 
Forget his anguish, pass him wholly by : 
Ye cannot help him with your sympathy — 
He bears the burthen of immortal pain, 

And turns away from all that ye think gain, 
Peering through all the show with his sad eye, 
Looking through time into eternity, 
A silent listener to the spheral strain. 

Your gold is dross, your praise is meaningless. 

If you can love him, *t will be well for you ; 

But think not that you have the power to bless, 

Or bring a fairer world into his view ; 

Or minister to his deep heart's distress, 

Or teach him thoughts to highest hope more true. 



THE POET*S PRAISE, 11/ 
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Pass on, walking the crowded street alone, 
Dreaming, my poet, and nursing thy sweet song ; 
Unheeded and heedless of all the throng 
Of money-makers, and of them unknown. 

Thy poverty they scorn and thee disown ; 
A guest too high for worlds where they belong. 
'T is well ; they can nor help nor do thee wrong. 
Nor know the truth and love which are thine own. 

When they have fed and lived their little day. 
And lie beneath some idle monument, 
Which to the world that they were rich will say 
And nothing more, thy spirit shall be blent 
With all the hopes and aims which lead the way 
To noble life and love's pure nourishment. 
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CVII. 

Ten thousand men take wages from thy hand ; 
Thou ownest roads of steel and richest mines ; 
Thy palace like imperial Caesar's shines ; 
And where thou movest woman's smile is bland. 

Councils and senates follow thy command ; 
Thy golden treasures gild religion's shrines ; 
And at thy table wits drink costly wines, 
While crowds at sight of thee in wonder stand. 

But canst thou think a noble thought, or know 
That what thou hast is never what thou art ? 
Oi canst thou feel the poet's heavenly glow, 
Who is of all the worlds he sees a part ; 
Whose soul through larger love will purer grow. 
While thy life's worth is rated in the mart ? 
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CVIII. 

Among the throngs that crowd a great hotel, 
Talking full earnestly of things they love, 
A loitering listener sometimes I move 
To learn the hopes that in their bosoms swell. 

Com, cattle, lands, and stocks they buy and sell ; 
By count of dollars worth of all things prove. 
Looking beneath themselves, while far above 
God and the soul of them forgotten dwell. 

Best human worth is lost where hearts are bound 
To service of the forms and shows of things, 
Seeking the highest where it is not found : 
The soul grows like the things to which it clings. 
And soars to God, or creeps upon the ground 
Like wounded bird that drags its broken wings. 
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CIX. 

O what a world of beauty 'round us lies, 
While we walk on indifferent and blind, 
Bearing some scheme mechanical in mind, 
As though for commerce only we had eyes ! 

Stolid and dumb we walk beneath the skies. 
Where all the appealing stars are deep enshrined ; 
Unmoved, we look where flower with flower is 

twined, 
And think the best is what man's money buys. 

Speak thou to me, O poet, who canst tell 
Where lie the happy isles of pure delight ; 
Who knowest every leafy hill and dell. 
And lookest on green fields from every height ; 
Who with the magic of thy potent spell 
Bringest the boundless beauty to my sight. 
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Art thou a poet born ? O love thy gift ! 
Live with the yellow bees amid the flowers, 
Be glad as fields when fall warm April showers, 
Pure as the ray that shines through dark cloud's 
rift. 

Thy heart above the earth to God still lift ; 
Stoop not for praise or gain to lower powers. 
Nor walk where vulgar pleasures make their bowers, 
Nor trust thy bark to seas where worldlings drift. 

The crowd love not the highest and the best ; 
Without their love thou hast enough delight : 
Leave them, and in a purer world find rest ; 
Sing like the nightingale hidden from sight. 
Who, cloistered 'mid green leaves, from a full breast 
Pours forth her soul into the ear of night. 
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CXI. 

Oh, in this age, when faith or is quite dead, 
Or held but in a faint, half-hearted way 
By men whose lives deny the words they say 
When prayer they utter with low-bended head. 

Do thou, my poet, new hopes to new life wed ; 
Teach us to feel that heavenly powers still stay 
With human souls, as on the primal day 
When man with angels walked 'and knew no dread. 

Let thy fresh song like a pure fountain rise 
From out the wastes and sloughs of matter mere, 
From out the charnel-house of social lies. 
From out the factory clank where none can hear. 
And fall in sweet, persuasive melodies 
To wake the faith that God to souls is near. 
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The mind seeks truth, as light is sought by eyes ; 
It craves for knowledge, as the heart for love ; 
Is made for it, as for the hand the glove, 
And is itself only when it is wise. 

This is its dream when looking on the skies, 
It feels a longing for the wings of dove 
To flee to the infinite worlds above, 
That searching it may learn what therein lies. 

Yet is all knowledge vain unless we know 

The Eternal Being by whom all is made, 

From whom and to whom moves the boundless 

show 
Of things which brigthen and forever fade. 
Mocking the soul with the sad to and fro 
In which we win and lose the game that 's played. 
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CXIII. 

I light my evening lamp only to see 
The book I love to read, but its soft glow 
Illumines all around, above, below, 
The certain foe of all obscurity, 

From whose pure ray the gloomy shadows flee, 
And to some little bug the way will show. 
As in the dark it wanders to and fro. 
Buzzing brief hour till it shall cease to be. 

So should the poet's mind diffusive shine, 

And shed the glow and warmth of love around, 

Above, below, wherever souls repine 

In doubt and darkness and with sorrow crowned. 

Until sweet charity make men divine. 

And the whole race to God by love be bound. 



THE POET'S PRAISE. 12$ 
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O painter, paint me autumn woods when now 
Yellow and green, russet and gold and red, 
And purple and brown, and all the glory shed 
Upon the world makes earth like heaven's brow ; 

When every tree and every separate bough 
Glow like the sunset skies when day has fled, 
And mellow light with sense of peace is wed, 
And tranquil hearts to God all meekly bow. 

O paint me this, that I may ever see 

The vision fair, where life in its decay 

Speaks not of death, but of eternity ; 

More richly glowing on its dying day 

Than when spring sang of beauty yet to be. 

And all the flowers close wrapped and hidden lay, 
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What mortal is, will of itself decay ; 

The flowers will fade, bright youth's fair spring 

will die ; 
The bees will hush their hum, the butterfly 
On withered leaves its palsied wing will lay ; 

The birds will cease to sing, the lambs to play ; 
The home made glad by childhood's ringing cry 
Will fall to ruin, and deserted lie ; 
Not e'en the stone which marks life's grave will stay. 

Be not death's minister, O poet mine ; 

He needs no help, and least of all from thee 

Who bearest in thy soul life's countersign. 

Whose seal is mark of immortality, 

The impress of the Unseen Power Divine, 

The thought and love which never cease to be. 



' 
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Hast not attained ? And art thou still afar 
From the pure truth thou fain wouldst know ; 
From the high beauty glittering like a star 
In spheres whither thou canst not go ? 

Be glad ; accept the law of discontent, 
From which all growth and progress spring ; 
A seeker into life thou hast been sent, 
Like Saul, whom God elected king. 

The light thou foUowest throws flickering flame 
On narrow path, and hard to keep : 
But falter not ; pursue the heavenly aim 
With steadfast mind through unknown deep. 
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CXVII. 

Ye deem the poet's life mere waste, 

An idle life and of no use ; — 
To blame him why do ye make haste ? 

Mere waste of words is your abuse. 

He knows the world, sees through man's heart 
He weighs the worth of what you love, 

And is content to dwell with Art 

In spheres which lie your thoughts above. 

The forms ye cling to are not fair, 

Nor have they substance which abides. 

But, like a dream, are made of air, — 
Mere promises and nought besides. 

He gladly leaves to you your life. 
Your pleasure, money, pomp, and show, 

Your plotting, jealousy, and strife : 
Then leave him his — 't is better so. 
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The muse, 't was held in ancient times, 

In heaven dwells. 
But stoops to earth to whisper rhymes 

The poet tells. 

He sings what from her lips he hears, 

A listener still 
To music made in higher spheres 

By her sweet will. 

As flute-notes sound as they are blown. 

Or low or high, 
So he echoes in purest tone 

Her faintest sigh. 

As harp-strings to the master thrill 

And his touch know, 
So poet obeys the muse's will 

Through weal and woe. 
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This faith is now become a dream 

None will believe ; 
Still, poets only give, 't would seem, 

What they receive. 

Their sweetest songs they know not whence 

To them arc blown ; 
Their highest thoughts find eloquence 

To them unknown. 
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We *11 sing, then, we will sing 
The whole day long ; 

Like birds in pleasant spring. 
We '11 make life song. 

We '11 wander 'mid the trees. 
Following the brook, 

Or lie on grass at ease, 
In shaded nook. 

We '11 drive dull care away. 
And teasing thought ; 

We '11 make glad holiday. 
And think of nought. 

O come, then, come with me 
This bright May mom. 

And we '11 be glad and free 
As joy fresh bom. 
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cxx. 

Thought raised to its completest power 

With pure emotion thrills, 
And, like the essence of a flower, 

Its fragrance all distils. 

Who knowledge have but no love feel, 

Who see but not admire, 
Are dead to what sweet thoughts reveal 

To poet's heart afire. 

They look, while all the glories shine, 

Unmoved to higher hope ; 
They see the heavens round earth twine, 

And doubt life's godlike scope. 

But his thoughts wear fair beauty's bloom 

Like a celestial flame, 
And shed around each loved one's tomb 

The light of God's high name. 
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CXXI. 

Who moulds a people's speech their thought shapes 
too, 

Their faith, their hope, their love, and strong de- 
sire ; 

Names what they reverence, what they admire, 

What must be shunned, and what they should 
pursue ; 

Interprets with sweet words the boundless view 
Of earth and heaven lit with orbs of fire ; 
And gives the yearning soul a sounding lyre, 
On which to chant its joy and bitter rue. 

This is the poet's office in all time ; 
For he, like Adam, gives the proper name 
To what he sees, and marries truth to rhyme. 
Weds words to things as to the fire its flame. 
And softens human speech to soul-like chime, 
Where many tongues one harmony proclaim. 
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CXXII. 

O fairest maid, thy face I see 

Crowned with a wealth of golden hair, 
And bending in sweet revery 

O'er poet's page in balmy air. 

The apple-tree sheds blossoms white 
Upon thee and thy heart's own book ; 

The birds look down, and with delight 
Sing chorus to the happy brook. 

But thou art lost in poet's dream. 
And heedest not or sight or sound. 

Borne on where falls the heavenly gleam 
Of souls with love and beauty crowned. 

And he is dead to the fair earth 
He loved so well, and buried lies : 

But in thy heart he has new birth, 
And lives with thee 'neath azure skies. 
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Be beautiful, be fair, 

The poet sings, 
For goodness everywhere 

To beauty clings. 

When God had made the light. 

He looked, and lo ! 
He saw the fairest sight 

Of worlds upglow. 

Where any precious thing 

Is found in space, 
There beauty's rays forth spring 

As from God's face. 

The young and innocent 

Are ever fair. 
And grace with truth is blent 

To make a pair. 
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CXXIV. 

A maid will sing what she will never say — 
Will sing her love, her yearning deep, 

And all the dreams which o'er her heart hold sway 
Will sing, and still her secret keep. 

Not even to herself will she confess 

The thoughts she breathes in her sweet song ; 

Mere words have not the power to express 
The heaven where her hopes belong. 

And if she wakes and finds her dreams were vain, 

Then in sad song she tells alone 
The unutterable weight of hopeless pain. 

Which has no voice but music's tone. 

O poet, to thyself unknown, still turn 

Both joy and grief to melody ; 
Sing when with purest love thy heart doth yearn. 

And when it aches in misery. 
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Whatever has been felt the poet feels ; 
Whatever has been seen he sees again ; 
Knows all our joy and all our bitter pain, 
And, like a sunbeam, 'long our pathway steals. 

When youth forth springs on morning's chariot- 
wheels, 
And guides his coursers with a glowing rein, 
The poet sings to him a glad refrain ; 
When drooping age beside the grave down kneels. 

The poet's song awakes the buried years ; 
When mother weeps for children snatched away, 
The spheral music which he makes, she hears ; 
When summer dies and all the flowers decay. 
His melody moistens the cheek with tears ; 
When death is nigh, he shows eternal day. 
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CXXVI. 

Many a poet pent in narrow street, 
Shut out from pleasant sounds and fairest sights, 
From songs of birds, and woods* and fields' de- 
lights, 
From quiet vales, where sparkling waters meet. 

And morning's beams the opening flowers greet. 
Looks still upon the earth as from lone heights. 
And, like an eagle in aerial flights, 
Sees beauty glowing in her native seat. 

His mind is free where'er his body be, 

And wears not fetters wove by time and space ; 

And, though his eyes be dark, his soul can see 

And catch the meanings hid in nature's face ; 

The child of fancy and of liberty. 

Born luminous, and of a heavenly race. 
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Descend, sweet muse, with higher power descend ; 
Breathe on the souls of men and purify 
Their thoughts and loves, which in mere matter lie ; 
Some touch of heaven to their strivings lend ; 

To earth-bound hopes appoint immortal end ; 
To death, not less than life, show God is nigh ; 
Reveal the worlds hidden from human eye, 
Where jarring elements harmonious blend. 

Our scattered knowledges together bind. 

Our freedom consecrate to noble aims, 

To music set the visions of the mind. 

Give utterance to the truth pure faith proclaims ; 

Lead where the perfect beauty lies enshrined, 

Whose sight the blood of low-bom passion tames. 
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CXXVIII. 

The purest style befits the highest themes : 
And who of freedom, love, religion sing, 
Must in the deep-moved heart seek fountain spring 
Of words which clothe true thoughts in beauty's 
gleams. 

And gladden souls, like waters of clear streams 
When on their banks the trees are blossoming. 
And happy living things are on the wing, 
Flecking with many tints the white sun beams. 

But only poets find the magic tone 
At whose sweet breathing these fair waters flow ; 
To them alone the mystic charm is known 
Which makes thoughts bud and bloom as flowers 

blow ; 
Which girds the universe with beauty's zone, 
And through death's shadow shoots life's richest 

glow. 
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Whoever lives, would love when death is nigh 
To feel that something he still leaves behind, 
Which with his memory shall be entwined, — 
A deed well done, a word, a passionate cry. 

Which, wrung from his own heart's deep misery. 
May solace bring to those whom sorrows bind ; 
A something which may keep him with his kind 
Alive until all noble hearts shall die. 

This is the poet's blessing : — that his song 
Will lift the thoughts of men when he is dead ; 
Will, like a brook, flow on through ages long. 
Murmuring sweet music from its narrow bed. 
And gladdening birds and flowers which round it 

throng, 
Unconscious of the hidden fountain head. 
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cxxx. 

Keep well the secret of thy strong life aim, 
For, like sweet innocence, it surely dies 
If the coarse world but look into its eyes, 
Or breathe, perchance, upon the sacred flame. 

Speak not to thine own heart the worshipped 

name, 
But nurse thy thought and hoard thy energies. 
And through long silences learn to be wise, 
Holding this dearer than all noisy fame. 

Self-centred, let thy soul learn its own worth, 
Seeking within thyself the mystic source 
Whence flow the waters of the higher birth ; 
Where wells the fountain of pure joy and force 
Which freshens toil, makes glad and fair the earth, 
And gives to hope and love a godward course 
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Happy who stands from all the rush aside, 
Who quits this eager life of deep unrest, 
Where men seek things which never are possessed, 
But like fast-flowing waters from them glide, 

To all devouring seas which open wide ; 
Happy who turns away, and on the breast- 
Of the slow Nile moves on calm and at rest 
To regions where repose, and peace abide ; 

Where earth and sky through ages are the same ; 
And man, knowing the little he can do, 
The emptiness of pleasure, power, and fame, 
Like the calm earth and sky grows tranquil too. 
And makes sweet idle dreams his life's sole aim. 
Gazing from palm-tree's shade on heaven's blue. 
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All tones that ever fell on listening ear 

All sounds of streams, of leaves, of ocean's deep, 

Lie in the quiet, voiceless air asleep, 

Ready to waken if a call they hear. 

All fairest forms which ever did appear 
To gladden human eyes with beauty's sweep. 
Still somewhere in the world their station keep, 
If only men be found who can see clear. 

And these the poet hears, the poet sees ; 

Sent into life to waken harmony, 

To fix the beauty which forever flees, 

To call the music from the earth and sky. 

And show that nature's hallowed power to please 

While minds and hearts do live, can never die. 
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Shall we believe the heavens less divine 
Because earth moves and the great sun is still ? 
Or is the world less fair because mere thrill 
Of ether gives the stars the power to shine ? 

Shall diamonds with less lustre fair necks twine, 
Since we have found how Nature's cunning skill 
Black carbon's heart with light has known to fill, 
Kindling a lamp in darkness of deep mine ? 

Not so to poet's eye shall it appear. 

Whose wonder grows, with knowledge keeping 

pace ; 
Who to all truth lends an impartial ear. 
And back of law still sees God's hidden grace 
Like a dim milky way when night is clear 
And all the stars look on the young moon's face. 
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CXXXIV. 

The poet's eye is lost in what he sees, 
Following the vision fair, as men who dream, 
Half-conscious, see of thought the ceaseless stream 
Flow uncontrolled as is the wandering breeze. 

The splendors on his inmost being seize, 
And through his soul is shot the ethereal gleam 
Of unimaginable things which seem 
The unseen beauty that forever flees. 

To this high world of mystery his thought, 
His hope, his love, his toil, his life are given ; 
Amid the crowd he moves like one distraught. 
Or like a saint whose soul is all in heaven, 
Heedless of ways by vulgar wisdom taught, 
Of objects for which common men have striven. 
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The poet looks through gaudy shows of things, 
And sees the truth he never can conceal ; 
For what he sees, he feels, and must reveal, 
As rivers whisper of their mountain springs ; 

As bird, as bee, the beauty seen, still sings ; 
As bells blend all their tones to make a peal ; 
As lovers loyal are through woe and weal ; 
And martyrs glory in their sufferings. 

The poet tells the truth though all men lie. 

Like God he sees the heart and lays it bare ; 

Like children truly utters heartfelt cry ; 

Like prophet perfect wisdom will declare. 

And speak his inmost thought though he should 

die. 
Or all his words be wasted on the air. 
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The inward vision reaches where the eye 

Is blind, and looks on worlds hidden from sense ; 

Sees beauty unexpressed by eloquence, 

And symmetries which in God's bosom lie ; 

Can catch the motion of a spirit's sigh, 
So fine it seems like silence in suspense, 
With upraised eye and yearning all intense. 
Listening in fear lest the sweet sound should die. 

This visionary power all poets own ; 
It makes their happiness and their despair, 
Lights them to worlds to others still unshown. 
Where truth is love and love alone is fair ; 
But they, alas ! can never find the tone 
Whose music might the heavenly fact declare. 
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The poet is at home where'er he be, 

The world he lives in is his own, 

He roams at will through time and space all free, 

And dwells where wings have never flown. 

In summer heat he sees the snowflakes fall. 
In winter sees the flowers bloom, 
When autumn weaves the dying year its pall 
He bids the spring start from the tomb. 

He looks, and mountains rise from out the plain, 
And gleam amid the azure skies ; 
In arid wastes beholds the heaving main, 
Where many an isle in sunshine lies. 

What he has seen he sees for evermore, 

Is always boy, forever young, 

Takes with him all the worlds he wanders o'er. 

Still lingering his first loves among. 

The earth is fresh as on the primal day, 
The light as sweet, the flowers as fair. 
And he walks in his God- appointed way. 
Chanting his thoughts to heavenly air. 
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Let others think that truth is sad, 
The poet never can ; 
For him 't is always young and glad, 
The highest good of man. 

*T is overflowing life and joy, 
The beauty which he knows ; 
Fresh as the heart of careless boy. 
Or as a blooming rose. 

It rushes from his soul in song. 

Or swells in rapture there. 

It lifts his thoughts and keeps him strong, 

Whatever he must bear. 

He has no weak, misgiving fear 
To look behind the veil, 
The sounds which strike his finer ear 
Still utter love's sweet tale. 
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In cities first the mind grew free, 
And men waxed glad and strongj 
Able to rule o'er land and sea, 
Despite harsh nature's wrong. 

There wisdom too first built her home, 
And taught philosophy ; 
And there religion raised her dome 
Towards infinity. 

In cities heavenly art first smiled. 
And poets learned to sing ; 
In cities men grew meek and mild. 
And felt soft pity's sting. 

The city is the home of light, 
The central seat of power, 
The foe of wrong, the friend of right, 
A people's richest dower. 

When I am dead lay me to rest 

In some leaf-hidden dell. 

But while life's current thrills my breast, 

In cities I would dwell. 
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But Want is captain and drives men 

With iron hand, 
Like helpless herds through narrow glen 

To fairer land ; 

Like God he scourges but to bless, 

And loves in hate. 
Securing more through means of less 

By force of fate. 

Who most feel want of highest things 

Are the most blest. 
For to its wants the soul fast clings, 

Like babe to breast. 
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Do thou the thing thou knowest to do 

With all thy might : 
And gladly give to others too 

The self-same right. 

Through work the world still better grows : 

Men free are made ; 
Let each then do the work he knows, 

With pen or spade. 

Whoever labors works for me ; — 

I call him friend ; 
And toil myself that I may be 

To him godsend. 
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O poet, lost amid the crowd 

Of men who love no holy thing. 

Whose thoughts and hopes are but the shroud 

Which covers all the fair young spring ; — 

Rise through the air on thy strong wing. 

Like hermit seek some solitude 
Where to thy soul God may draw near; 
Far from the hate, the strife, and feud, 
Which breed but loneliness and fear 
And leave the heart nought to revere. 

Not in the noisy town to thee 

Will come the breath of love divine ; 

Not in the city canst thou see 

The godlike beauty round thee shine 

Which lives in nature's face benign. 

Seek in the woods some leafy spot. 
Where flowers perfume all the air ; 
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Some cool, deep-hidden, shady grot, 
Or to high, lonely mountains fare 
Where silence mute, dreams everywhere. 

There with thyself and God alone 
The winds shall breathe upon thy lyre, 
And murmuring stream's soft undertone 
Shall with thy melodies conspire 
To soothe the yearning heart's desire. 

Nor yet unmindful shalt thou be 
Of the sad world thou leav'st behind. 
Of all its woe and misery. 
Its random work and efforts blind. 
By hopeless doubt still undermined. 

A king — ^thou art a servant too ; 
Must toil with all thy human might. 
To wed the beautiful and true. 
And on all goodness pour the light 
Thou catchest from thy heavenly height. 

Let thy high words to men reveal 
The hidden glory of their life ; 
Thy tones like music softly steal. 
To win them from the hate and strife. 
Which with despair and death are rife. 
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For larger hope and love make way, 
Of nobler aims sow thou the seed, 
Be herald of the better day, 
When all shall trust the higher creed 
Nor to their lower selves give heed. 

Standing upon the height serene. 
Wave thou the torch of heavenly flame, 
And let God's light of all be seen ; 
And to thee dearer be than fame. 
Of conscience pure the sweet acclaim. 

This truth forever must thou show. 
That who seeks gold finds not the best ; 
And other this, let all men know, 
That who by pleasure is caressed, 
By pleasure too will be oppressed. 

Within the inmost soul God dwells, 
There only is he found and known. 
There sweetest fount of joy upwells. 
There hope breathes forth its purest tone, 
And love from highest worlds is blown. 
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Then only shall I hopeless sorrow know, 
When, having reached the farthest height 
To which my yearning heart and mind may grow, 
I downward pass into the night. 

Upward to move along a godward way 
Where love and knowledge still increase. 
And clouds and darkness yield to growing day, 
Is more than wealth, or fame, or peace. 

No other blessing shall I ever ask : 
This is the best that life can give ; 
This only is the soul's immortal task, 
For which 't is worth the pain to live. 
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